CHAPTER    2 5
IN  TOWN  TO-NIGHT
I am an enthusiastic Bummler. I love, after a day's work, to go
into the town and stroll about and taste its pleasures, to wander
here and there, and presently to stop at an inn or a garden and
refresh myself with wine and music and then to go on again until
I feel that I want to sit awhile in another tavern, another garden,
drink some more wine, hear some more music.
To bummeln — a word untranslatable in English, unless you care
for pub-crawl. A lunatic idea used to prevail that the French
language had no word for home, and this was supposed to be most
significant, like the other national delusion that in England you
are innocent until you are proved guilty and in other countries
you are guilty until proved innocent. But in English, as far as I
know, and I have racked my brains, there is no equivalent for
bummln, no one word to describe that delightful and elegant
manner of closing the day.
It means the aimless pursuit of pleasure, without a definite
destination; in most countries that I know you do not need to have
a definite destination, for the wayside is full of places where you
may fall. In my native London, lackaday, that is not so. You may
only do that which is described by the word pub-crawl. Bummeln.
Pub-crawl. Now that, I think, is really, significant.
When I consider all the cities that I know I think that Vienna,
even the Vienna of decline and decay that I knew, was the most
delightful to bummeln. You had two things there that you can find
nowhere else: the wine-gardens on the surrounding hills, and the
Viennese songs, those incomparable songs of the Heurigen, all
variations on a common theme — wine, and the reflections, sad
or tender, melancholy or gay, that it inspires.
The best companionship in the world you found at those rough
tables beneath the fruit trees. The stranger at your side was your
friend, for as long as you stayed. The boy and the girl across the
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